2io                               BECKET*                           ACT v.

FITZURSE (advances with drawn sword).
I told thee that I should remember thee!

BECKET,
Profligate pander!

FITZURSE.

Do you hear that ? strike, strike.
[Strikes of the ARCHBISHOP'S mitre, and wounds
him in the forehead.

BECKET (covers his eyes with his hanct).

I do commend my cause to God, the Virgin,
St. Denis of France and St. Alphegc of England,
And all the tutelar Saints of Canterbury.

[GRIM wraps his arms about the ARCHBISHOP.

Spare this defence, dear brother.

[TRACY has arisen', and approaches^ hesitatingly,
with his sword raised.

V
FITZURSE.

Strike him, Tracy I

ROSAMUND (rushing down steps from the choir),

No, No, No, No!